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I have a superstition that all very agreeable
adventures begin with a slight mishap. I was not
prepared to believe Mr. Whittier so difficult to
reach as I found him. We arrived early at the
dismal railway station of Danvers, and a hack was
persuaded to drive us to the entrance of Oak
Knoll. All this Massachusetts landscape, doubtless
enchanting at other times of the year, is of a most
forbidding bleakness in midwinter. The carriage
deposited us and drove off, leaving us to struggle
up to the homestead, and we arrived with relief
under the great pillars of an ample piazza. Perhaps,
in leafy seasons, Oak Knoll may have its charms,
but it was distinctly sinister that December morning.

We rang, and after a long pause the front door
opened slightly, and a very unprepossessing dog
emerged, and shut the door (if I may say so) behind
him. We were face to face with this animal, which
presented none of the features identified in one's
mind with the idea of Mr. Whittier. It sniffed un-
pleasantly, but we spoke to it most blandly, and it
became assured that we were not tramps. The dog
sat down and looked at us ; we had nowhere to sit
down, but we looked at the dog. Then, after many
blandishments, but feeling very uncomfortable, I
ventured to hold the dog in conversation, while I
rang again. After another pause, the door was very
slightly opened, and a voice of no agreeable timbre
asked what we wanted. We explained, across the
dog, that we had come by appointment to see Mr.
Whittier. The door was closed a second time, and,